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Darnley.    You will not fight with me ?

Queen.                     .                  What, in onr face ?

Hath fear gone after shame?

Murray.                             Let him pass hence;

He hath said truth once ; we shall not fight.

Queen.                                                 I charge you

Make straight atonement \ else, though shame be dead,
I will find means to raise up fear alive.

Darnley.    Nay, I spake hot and hastily ; my lard,
You know I bear no bitter heart toward you ;
I am more of quick tongue than of evil will.

Murray.    Sir, so I hold you.

Darnley.                                So you do but right.

Nor will I stay to chafe your majesty
That has all power to #id me to and fro,
Who yet was called your lord once of the priest,
And am no lord but servant                            {Exit.

Qiieen.                                Said you, once ?

Not once but twice he hath spoken truth to-day.
Yet sits it strange upon his lips,

Murray.                                 I would

He had come not hither, or you not bidden him back.

Queen.    What, should he stay ?    Fair brother, wot

you well,

I had rather touch in the dark a serpent's flesh
And with its body and breath confound mine own
Than with his breath and body.    Never more,
By Mary Virgin, while these limbs are mine
And these my living lips, never will I
Pollute myself with him; by kiss nor touch